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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I have spoken with the sprig of sage. 

Thou who hidest the nest of the moon, 

Give unto me the heart of eagle: 

That my people may find me filled 

In my days of fasting; 

That my enemy find me valiant 

In my days of combat ; 

That thou find me reverent 

Before the east wind, 

Before the south wind, 

Before thee, O sheet of blue sky. 

Behold, I stand, 

My face uplifted, 

My hands up-raised, 

My soul in nakedness before thee.! 

As it ivere a smoke ascending. 

I HAVE BUT ONE LOVE 

Pine tree, pine hearts, sigh ye; 
Pine boughs, bend low, sigh ye, 
Pine tongues sigh ye with me. 
Night-long, I have but one dream — 

Hear — me ! 
Day-long, death hunts my warrior — 

Hear — me ! 
Truth-tree, I have but one love — 

Hear — me ! 
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Crouched over the war-path steals he, 
Lynx on-moving steals he, 
Wind words steals he from me. 

Heart-tree, I have but one love — 

Hear — me ! 
Long the days and weary! 
Restless hours and weary, 
Hungered, wearied, wake me. 
Listener of the maid's prayer — 

Hear— me! 
Messenger of the heart-beat — 

Hear — me ! 
Flute-tree, I have but one call — 

Hear — me! 
Long the days and dreary! 
Lone tree, I have but one love — 

Hear — me, hear ! 

STARTLED WATERS 

In the rice-field he nears thee, 
Stealing to thee. 

Hear the startled loon's brood — 
Hide, little Four-stars! 

Soft-paddling comes he singing, 
Lone and singing — 
This one of the moon's low glow, 
This one of the flute's low singing. 
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